BARBARIAN STORIES

cut on his arm ooze and then dry. He was stricken and
chilled with the impossibility of going backwards in
time, even for two days. He did not care to imagine
what life would be now.

By and bye Priscus came out again and stood under
the tree; for a time he did not seem to be able to speak.
At last Thymelicus had to ask him: 'What did your
father say?*

'He said - oh Thymelicus, I'm sorry, we've been
friends so long! - but he said you weren't to stay here
any longer.'

'Yes. Go on, Priscus.'

'He said you were to go south somewhere, to a
place where it won't be like this.'

'Where - where they'll treat me as a barbarian?'

' I'm afraid so/

Thymelicus held on very hard to his bough for a
minute, and then asked again: 'What happened to
Italicus?'

*He wasn't so badly hurt. Antonia is bathing his
head/

So that was what he had done! The two of them
together now. Her little cool fingers wringing out
the linen. Most likely he would never see her again.

Priscus peered up along the trunk, trying to see
his face. 'Won't you come in?' he said, 'perhaps after
all-'

But clearly there could be no after all, and by and
bye Priscus went away, discouraged. Something in
the grass was glittering steadily in the sunset, the
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